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It's not so bad being dead. People generally tend to ig
­
nore you. Like today in Rockne Gym, down in the depths
 
of Our Lady of Perpetual Help High School. There I was,
 flat on my back just off center court, and the paramedics
 and the student nurses were stepping over me. Really, step
­ping right over my body like I was a mud puddle or some
­thing. And then there was Angela Martin, kneeling at my
 side—white shoes, white dress, little white hat. I guess
 she was in charge of double-checking because she put her
 hand on my chest and held it there, waiting. For a heart
­beat or two, I thought I might have a chance, and the hope
 of salvation through mouth-to-mouth brought my eyes up
 to her lips, but there was no smile. Looking straight into
 my Flannery eyes, she said what I've known for a long
 time. "This one's a goner."
She wrote something down on a pad, and I could see
 
her breath in the air because the heat was out again. That
 happened twice last week and we had to wear coats dur
­ing classes. It was cold today too, but Angela wasn't wear
­ing a coat. Up close, the skin of her arm was almost brown,
 and I decided the rumor about her last name was true. It
 used to be Martinez. Her mother changed it when she got
 divorced. Angela only pays half tuition, and works the
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After Angela fluttered away, I lifted my head and
 
looked at the cardboard sign hung around my neck. Even
 upside down, the big black magic marker letters were clear.
 "D-e-a-d." No underline, not all in capitals, not even an
 exclamation point. The first student nurse who checked
 me out made the sign after pulling the index card from my
 shirt pocket and reading all about my "condition."
The other "victims," about forty altogether, mostly girls,
 
were scattered all over the gym. Some were moaning and
 some were trying to be dead, but you could see their breath,
 so you knew they were faking.
I laid my head back down and stared up at the big light
 
that hangs over the center of the court. It's way up there; I
 saw guys on the football team once trying to hit it with a
 basketball. Even though it's so high, it bums bright as fire.
 There's little lights all around it, lesser stars I guess, bolted
 to rusty girders. One of the small lights fell off during the
 summer at the basketball camp where Sean worked. No
­body got hurt, but it got the old talk going about tearing
 the school down. They were talking about that back when
 Patrick went here.
Despite all those lights, it always seems dark down in
 
Rockne. Maybe because there aren't any windows. There
can't be. The whole thing is underground. Even the bal
­cony bleachers are way below street level. Right above is
 the cafeteria, then the real world. According to a few faded
 yellow signs along the wall, Rockne was once a "Certified
 Grade B Bomb Shelter." Not anymore.
Rockne may be falling apart, but it does have its own
 
guardian angel. Hung high on the wall above of the bas
­kets, higher than all the faded sports banners with things
 like "1953 Football, 2nd Place," so high He almost touches
 the ceiling, is the Wrong Hearted Jesus. His eyes gazed
 down on me today as He watched the disaster drill. He
 watches everything from up there, the pep rallies and the
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size, maybe a little bigger, with golden beams coming out
 
from behind His head and everything. It's the kind with
 the heart on the outside, showing how wounded He 
is. There's one light about the statue that shines on it and is
 never supposed to be turned off. Like the sacristy at St.
 Joseph the Carpenter's. The only problem is, whoever did
 the sculpture put the heart on the wrong side.
I heard some ritzy church in Philly paid for it, a church
 
Father Halderman used 
to
 serve at. When they made him  
principal at Our Lady, he brought the statue along because
 nobody was using it. The parishioners had voted 
to
 take it  
down and it was just gathering dust in the basement.
 Which is really all it's doing here. Father Halderman's been
 principal here forever. There's a picture in his office of him
 in front of the school and in the picture he's still got hair
 and he's skinny.
There was some movement close to my body. Tony
 
Dickert and Adam Mason, the only other ninth grade boys
 who got drafted into coming to school on a Saturday, were
 on their backs beneath the basketball net. They were be
­ing checked out. Tony flashed his cardboard sign to Adam,
 boasting, "Severe Head Trauma." Two paramedics rolled
 him onto a stretcher, and they raced him toward the girls'
 locker room—today's "Emergency Room." Tony laughed
 back at Adam and flashed a thumbs up. "To boldly go
 where no freshman has gone before!"
"Dickert. Shut up. You're in shock." This came as the
 
stretcher passed Mr. Kinek, Head Football Coach and Su
­preme Health Instructor. He played football back before
 they thought up face masks. He had his clipboard in his
 hand, the one he always seems to have, and was pointing
 out something to a doctor guy in a long white robe. The
 doctor probably helped plan this Authentic Disaster Simu
­lation. He works across the street at Sacred Heart Hospi
­tal, and at the beginning of the semester he came into our
 biology class, but I forget his name.
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Mr. Kinek turned to a student with a black wool cap.
 
Had to be a wrestler. He asked Mr. Kinek something that
 made him shrug his shoulders. Then the black cap guy
 walked away and Kinek turned back to the doctor. I'd been
 keeping an eye on them. They hadn't helped at all, just
 stood there watching the whole time, making sure the ca
­tastrophe was running smoothly. The disaster was sup
­posed to take place down in the student parking lot, but it
 rained all morning, and The Pits gets awful muddy since
 it's not paved.
Last week, Mr. Kinek cornered me by the first floor
 
water fountains and told me if I wanted 
to
 pass health class  
I might need some extra credit. I got a thirty-five on my
 test of human sexuality. He also reminded me of my well
 below average performance during the school's participa
­tion in President Carter's Youth Fitness Achievement Test.
 How do they know how many pull ups I should be able to
 do?
So this morning, when I should've gotten off the city
 
bus on Hamilton and walked down to Jerry's like I do ev
­ery Saturday, I stayed on till Sixth, where the bus comes
 closest 
to
 school. I used to get my comics at Yostie's but  
when it became Anita's House of Health Food, they stopped
 carrying them. Jerry's puts the new comics out on Satur
­days and by Monday it's hard to find a clean copy. But
 today, while all the clean copies were being ruined, I walked
 in the rain to school and Mr. Kinek put an index card in my
 shirt pocket and told me to lie down on the court until
 someone came for me.
About half the victims had been seen to, and some were
 
sitting behind me on the bottom row of bleachers. Rose
 Scott and Lisa Carlson, both "Mild Shock," were just a few
 feet away from me, twittering away like all the girls do. 
I heard every word because they were whispering. Nobody
 whispers around me, even when I don't have a "Dead"
 sign on my chest. Moving through the hallways between
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classes, I keep my head down. The tiles pass beneath my
 
feet and I keep track of which ones have cracked comers
 and which ones have petrified gum stuck on them. I don't
 look at anybody and don't talk to anybody and I'm sure
 they all figure I'm some kind of zombie, which may not be
 altogether wrong. But if people don't notice you, they can't
 give you a hard time. And more importantly, they can't
 blame you for anything.
Besides, I'm not as gone as they think. I know things
 
people don't think I know. I hear things.
Rose and Lisa weren't talking about anything impor
­
tant. Rose doesn't know what to get her boyfriend Rick
 for his birthday. It's coming up in two weeks. Small world.
While I was leaning my head back to hear Rose and
 
Lisa, I noticed the guy with the black cap walking among
 the dead. Then I caught a look from Mr. Kinek. I didn't
 want to get yelled at like Dickert, so I closed my eyes quick
 and went back to being dead.
I lay perfectly still and tried to slow my breathing, con
­
centrating on moving my chest just enough to get air. I
 relaxed the muscles in my face, and tried to shut out all the
 sounds of the gym. After a while I felt peaceful, and I
 started to slip away. You'd be surprised the things that
 occur to you, on the twilight of sleep, when you're just
 about dead. I imagined I was on my back in my coffin,
 only for some reason there wasn't any top, so I could read
 part of the headstone as they lowered me down. "Here
 Lies Little Keegan." I couldn't see the date. As I sunk
 deeper into the grave, I looked up at the people along the
 edge. Big Keegan, Dad, was there and Mom was next to
 him. In one hand I saw her fingers working the worn beads
 of her rosary, and her lips twitched with prayer. She had
 her arms crossed like she was in a straitjacket.
Dad wasn't even looking at her. Patrick and Andrew
 
and Sean stood by, all with the same blank look on their
 faces as Dad. And as my coffin disappeared into the dark-
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ness I heard him speak. "Well," he said, "that took longer
 
than we thought."
I guess I should've been mad, but I wasn't. I don't care
 
what Dad says or doesn't say anymore. All I knew was
 that the dirt was coming in on me, one shovelful at a time,
 dropping down from the blue sky a hundred miles up. 
I couldn't move my arms and I couldn't move my legs and
 only my face was left to be covered. I knew I should be
 trying 
to
 move, trying to break free. And I felt just a sec ­
ond of panic and I think I was about to come to, and that's
 when I heard Michael's voice. It sounded so familiar at
 first that I couldn't place it. But the voice was crystal clear,
 as if he was whispering in my ear when he said, "Don't
 fight it."
For some reason the voice calmed me, and once I real
­
ized who it was it made perfect sense because he was right
 there next to me, in the grave one over. Our coffins no
 farther apart in the Consolata Garden Cemetery than our
 incubators were at Queen of Heaven Hospital almost six
­teen years ago. Twins born six weeks premature. Too small
 to live. Bad hearts. Even though I came out first, he was
 bigger, and they thought he'd be the one who might live.
 That's why he got Michael and I got Keegan. But then he
 turned for the worse and nobody knew why. And I can
 see Father O'Donnell with his hand on Mom's shoulder.
 Best to pray God takes them quickly. So in charged the
 priests and we were baptized and confirmed and we both
 received Anointing of the Sick. Only Michael got Last
 Rights, but you can be sure they kept the page marked.
For those two days we were side by side under the glare
 
of that electric light. I lay still in the incubator next to yours
 and tried to remember what that felt like. My throat went
 tight and 
it
 was hard for me to draw even a breath and the  
air that I forced in and out made a wet noise. Through my
 eyelids I could sense the shine from the light above me;
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could feel the strange warmth, warmth they thought was
 
saving me. I realized I wasn't breathing and searched in
 the void for my heartbeat. Its pumping rhythm slowed
 like the wheels of a train coming to some unstoppable end.
 The currents of my blood waned and then froze and there
 was no movement in my body. I waited for the rising I
 knew was just ahead, the rising that would set me free and
 the pure white light that would transform me and it was
 right there and I was so close I heard the words "Hey,
 Lazarus."
My eyes popped open and I looked straight up into
 
the big gym light that hangs over center court. I felt the
 sweat on my cheeks. My heart was beating. The light was
 bitter and I turned my head and saw the black cap wres
­tler standing over my body. Up close I could see it was
 Nicky Natale, a freshman who sits behind me in Sister
 Teresita's religion class. Nicky looked different without a
 shirt and tie 
on. I sat up, looked around. The drill was over. The
 wounded were up and staggering off the court. I guess
 nobody was coming for the dead.
Nicky said, "You Keegan Flannery?"
I got 
to
 my feet. I couldn't tell if he was pretending not  
to know me or really didn't.
"Morgan wants to see you. In his office. Pronto."
Morgan's the wrestling coach. He teaches sophomore
 
social studies. 1 hear he can't spell medieval. Nicky went
 left toward the wrestling room and I went right toward
 the lockers.
I dumped my "Dead" sign in the garbage can by the
 
pay phone. Coming up the stairs were Mr. Kinek and the
doctor. Both were staring at the clipboard and smiling so I
 guess the disaster was a big success. I wanted to know if I
 did okay being dead, but Mr. Kinek brushed past me like I
 was invisible. You'd think he might tell me if I at least
 might pass health now, or if he was going to send that file
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off to Washington and tell the President I was the only kid
 
in Allentown, Pennsylvania, who couldn't do ten pull ups.
You know when I was a kid, I didn't mind being small.
 
I didn't care that I got all the cruddy parts in the school
 plays like the Little Drummer Boy in the Christmas Pag
­eant. And to tell you the truth, I don't care now. Some
­times I wish people would stop pretending like I'm nor
­mal. When I started here two months back, everybody
 acted like I was Flannery boy genius number four. Father
 Halderman patted my head and Sister Regina tried to pinch
 my cheeks. Only senile Sister Cecilia Agnes, who's mis
­filed half the library and who ignores fire drills, let any
­thing slip. When I was introduced to her she shook my
 hand and looked me square in the eye. "Of course," she
 said, "the sickly one."
Mr. Kinek disappeared and I walked down into the
 
locker room. I kept my head down and shuffled to the
 back, toward the coaches' office. The whole locker room is
 beneath the home team bleachers, so the ceiling angles
 down and you can see the metal underbelly of the steps.
 The top of the door to the coaches' office is cut at a forty-
 five degree angle, which is about the only thing I've fig
­ured out in geometry class. Coach Morgan stood in this
 crooked doorway talking down to somebody, a man with
 a cap and tool belt. The heat was coming back on.
When Morgan saw me coming close he smiled and said
 
something that made the man look back at me and go away.
 Then Morgan reached his hand out to me, like he wanted
 to shake. No adult shakes your hand unless he wants some
­thing. He squeezed my hand and my knuckles crunched.
 His smile widened and I saw a vein rise on his neck. His t-
 shirt was two sizes too small and had printed across it in
 two rows, "A Little Pain Never Hurt Anybody."
Morgan's not too tall, but he's thick. He graduated from
 
Our Lady fifteen years ago, but came back after Vietnam.
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He led me into the office, ducking beneath an angled
 
girder. He sat at a wooden desk scarred with forty odd
 years of graffiti history. I grabbed an aluminum fold-out
 and sat across from him. Right away I knew one leg was
 short because the chair tottered back and forth, so I had to
 sit real still.
"You know Bill Miscio?" Morgan asked.
I know Miscio from biology and geometry. He's small
 
like I am, but he's really fast—the kind of guy that gets
 picked early in gym. Everybody always says he's got heart.
"His mom called twenty minutes ago. He's sick as a
 
dog. Can't make the match today."
I nodded my head, like this meant something to me.
He picked a manual off the desk and started flipping
 
through it. The cover was a cartoon of some kid running
 into the end zone, holding up a football in one hand and a
 textbook in the other. He asked me, "What do you know
 about AA sports regulations?"
I wasn't sure where all this was going, and I guess
 
Morgan saw that in my face, because he stood up and closed
 the door. Then he looked around, scanning the tiny office
 like he was making sure we were really alone.
"Look," Morgan said, "Halderman. . .Father
 
Halderman, has cut my wrestling budget 
to
 the bone. He  
says there's no interest. He wants to maybe start a golf
 team or some nonsense like that. It's bad enough I have to
 forfeit my 185-pounder every week. But Bugalski's a pound
 and a half over and he's not gonna make it. Now Miscio's
 out. If I can't field ten wrestlers, we have to forfeit today's
 match. And if that happens, we'll have one foot in the
 grave."
He slipped up onto a comer of the desk and leaned
 
toward me. "Ever wrestle?"
I told him I hadn't.
"That's okay. We can teach you. And look, Billy said
 
you're a nice kid so I'll be straight with you. I don't need
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you to win. I just want a warm body who can make 98 to
 
weigh in. I don't care what happens after that."
Keegan Flannery, Warm Body. Finally a position I was
 
perfectly suited for. Here was someone who wanted noth
­ing more from me than to be a loser.
Morgan slid off the desk. "Let's check your weight."
Over in the comer was a beat up scale. He set it at 98
 
and told me to slip out of my shoes. When I stepped on,
 the metal pointer arm didn't move. Morgan lifted it with 
a finger and let it fall. It clunked without bouncing even a
 little, and Morgan smiled at the sound. "That's at least 
a ten pound drop."
He tapped the countermeasure back, reading the num
­
bers off. "Eighty-nine.. .eighty-seven.. .eighty-five..."
Finally the end of the metal arm rose softly and hov
­
ered, wavering in the air. "Eighty-four and a half," he said,
 then turned back to the desk.
I looked closely at the scale. "Three quarters."
 
"What?" He came back and squinted at me.
"My weight," I said. "I weigh eighty-four and three-
 
quarters."
His face was close to mine now. His eyes shifted to the
 
scale, and he reached and barely touched the countermea
­sure. "Sure," he said, "eighty-four and three-quarters."
He sat up on the edge of the desk and I put my shoes
 
back 
on. "If you did this," Morgan said, "I would consider it a
 personal favor. Do you know what that means?"
I had no idea, but nodded my head.
Morgan started talking again, saying he'd give me a
 
ride home, and I heard some bit about not having any
 trouble passing his class next year.
I was thinking about what happened on the court, try
­
ing to convince myself it was a dream even though I knew
 it wasn't. I was thinking about Jerry's and the fresh com
­ics waiting for me. The office was small and I didn't want
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to say no to him so I figured I'd say I had to use the bath
­
room and disappear. The words were right in my mouth
 when I heard him say, "Besides, Three-quarters, we'll make
 a man out of you."
And it occurred to me at that moment that the whole
 
time we were talking, Morgan never used my name, and I
 looked up at him and said, "I'll do it."
Somebody found some old sweats and Morgan led me
 
over to the wrestling room. It was a lot like a torture cham
­ber. I didn't understand half of what he said, but that didn't
 matter.
And that's how I ended up, two hours after being dead,
 
bouncing up and down on the edge of the wrestling mat,
 rolled flat across the basketball court, wondering if that
 bulldog could get loose. He was alongside the mat, and
 the cheerleader that held his leash didn't seem to notice
 that he was snapping and barking at me. Somebody had
 put a big piece of white tape on the front of the dog's collar
 so it looked like a priest's. I saw slobber drip from the
 dog's mouth onto the floor. Morgan stood on one side of
 me and told me I'd do fine. 
Just
 before he pushed me out,  
I saw Angela Martin walk out and sit on one of the chairs
 behind me, with the other wrestlers. She had changed into
 jeans and was carrying a white box with a red cross on it. I
 wondered what was inside.
When I reached the center of the mat, I stood in the
 
stance that Morgan showed me and put one foot forward
 and laid it on the line like I was supposed 
to.
 I kept my  
head down and stared at the empty line across from my
 foot and listened to the dog barking and the low sound
 coming from the Bethlehem Viking's bench. It was a rum
­bling chant I couldn't understand and it went faster and
 faster and stopped with three loud shouts and all at once
 my opponent's foot appeared on that other line. The
 sneaker twitched like something inside it was alive and
 trying to get out, straining against the dirt-gray laces. Then
97
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aw it was his whole forward leg that was twitching with  
short quick beats, even up through where it bent inside a
 bruised knee pad. Just past that bend, a muscle rose like a
 sudden island on his thigh. Half was inside the singlet
 and half was outside, but you could see it was all just the
 same.
No part of his body was still; it dipped and swayed on
 
the spring of his knees. His hands floated in the space be
­tween us, waiting to reach for me. Warm-up sweat slicked
 back the black hair on his arms, and gave a shine to the
 roundness of his shoulders. The straps of his singlet cut
 into the tightness of his chest with each deep, steady breath.
 I remembered Morgan telling me to keep my eyes on his
 waist and not to look at his head, because then it's easy to
 get faked out. But even as I was thinking this, I felt my
 eyes rising to my opponent's face, where his eyes, much to
 my surprise, were waiting for me.
They were clear and sharp and he didn't seem 
to
 no ­
tice that I was looking straight at them. He stared at me,
 stared through me, his face only a foot or two away. As
 soon as our eyes met I wanted to look away, but I couldn't.
 His head weaved and rolled and all the while his eyes held
 mine. His lips curled and I saw the white of his teeth and
 I knew he could read everything about me from my face. 1
 felt the sharp pinch of my chin strap against a zit on my
 jaw. I realized I had sucked my lower lip into my mouth
 and gripped it between my teeth. For some reason I
 couldn't make my eyes blink, and I felt them drying.
The ref came over and leaned in between us, and when
 
he said, "Shake hands gentlemen," his voice told me what
 he saw. He looked at my frozen body with my hands
 planted on my legs, and he saw the medical tape pulling
 the straps together in the back of my singlet so it wouldn't
 fall. As the ref stepped away from us we must have seemed
 strange reflections of each other. Here was a body in mo-
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tion, the same height and about the same weight as mine,
 
but everything my body was not.
I held out my hand and he slapped at it and there was
 
a sting in my palm and the sharp shot of the ref's whistle,
 and suddenly my opponent's face was gone and I could
 see the other team's coach standing straight across from
 me off the edge of the mat. Something rammed my gut
 and I thought I was falling but instead I started coming
 up, away from the mat completely. I looked down at the
 top of my opponent's head, tight to my stomach. His arms
 wrapped around me and I felt the squeeze of air leaving
 my body. For a second I was taller than the referee but
 then came the spinning of colors and my eyes closed. The
 back of my head bounced and my teeth caught a piece of
 the inside of my cheek. My eyes came open and I caught a
 flash of the ceiling and the light before he was on me. His
 chest across my chest. One arm shot around my neck and
 the other scooped behind my leg and he brought his hands
 together and my nose just about whacked my knee as I
 was yanked beneath him into the darkness. My spine
 curved and he began tilting me back and forth, trying to
 get my shoulders flat to pin me.
I couldn't move. I knew there was nothing I could do,
 
so I just waited for the end of things. But in that rocking
 darkness, I felt Michael's presence again. I felt the strange
 slickness of my brother's arms around me, and the wet
 warmth of his body in my arms. Then the white light split
 the sightless void, and he began slipping away, rising to
­ward the escape. But my hand caught hold of Michael's
 ankle, and it was soft like jelly and I pulled him down as
 easily as a balloon on a string, but only because he did not
 struggle. Even when my hands pulled on his shoulders
 and pushed him down, away; even when I stood on his
 body and shoved myself up, my brother never fought.
Somehow I've always known it was my fault. Up till
 
that moment on the mat, I'd forgotten how.
99
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Of course, I didn't figure all this out at the time. I mean,
 
one minute I was drifting toward that brightness and the
 next there's this horn blast and a smack on the mat and
 Morgan's waving me back to the bench. He sat me down
 and told Angela to get me some water. Then he looked in
 my face and yelled to bring the bucket too.
I was glad when they finally left me alone, and I sat on
 
the floor behind the bench and hung a towel over my head
 and sorted out what I'd seen. I'm happy in a way, 
to
 fi ­
nally know the details. Now some things make sense.
Once I knew for sure the way things were supposed to
 
be, what God's original plan was, I wanted to talk to some
­body about 
it.
 Michael was supposed to have lived, and I  
was supposed to have died, but I'd screwed things up. But
 it felt like there was something more, some puzzle piece
 that was missing from the big picture.
I thought talking it out might help. So tonight, when
 
we pulled up our chairs to the dinner table and started in
 on the Shake 'n' Bake pork chops, Dad and Andrew and
 Sean and me, I couldn't help but think about how things
 used to be. How once upon a time I couldn't wait to sit
 down at the table so I could tell Dad all the stories of my
 day.
I used to do things just to tell him about, just 
to
 tell the  
story. Like when I bought a garage sale copy of The Guinness
 Book of World's Records and tried all summer long to break
 one. I hula hooped for almost an hour while Sean laughed
 at me and my house of cards I never got past two stories.
 And down in the basement on my hands and knees, I'd
 turn time and time again to the clacking of tumbling domi
­noes chasing after me. But all the while I was bending
 those cards or stacking those dominoes, I wasn't thinking
 about the world record. I was thinking about telling Dad.
 About telling him that I'd done something nobody else
 anywhere had ever done. Having a record or anything
 that nobody else had.
100
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But tonight, just like always, I never said a word and
 
Dad never said a word. These dinners at the dining room
 table happen a couple times a month, on weekends when
 Andrew and Sean come home from East Stroudsburg.
 Andrew's a junior and Sean's a sophomore. We used to go
 out a lot. O'Rourke's and The Oak Table. Now Andrew
 makes dinner and I help. We even ordered pizza last
 month.
Andrew and Sean talked college stuff. Andrew forked
 
a second baked potato and finished some story about an
 interesting case discussed in his law class. Sean reached
 across my plate for the butter and bragged about the thir
­teen foul shots in a row he made at basketball practice.
 Dad just nodded his head. They never get the hint. I got
 the hint a long time ago, and maybe that's when I started
 listening so much. But tonight I wanted to talk about what
 I'd seen on the mat, and toward the end neither of them
 was talking for a few seconds and I was about 
to
 open my  
mouth, when out of nowhere comes Andrew with, "Do
 you think Mom might come home? For Christmas?"
I looked up to Dad's face but he didn't look surprised.
 
He should've seemed angry or upset, but he didn't show
 anything. He touched his napkin to the comer of his mouth
 and he said, "We'll see."
After I cleared the table and Sean and Andrew went
 
out and Dad went back to his study, I came up here to my
 bed to talk to the person who's involved the most.
There was a time when I used to pray to Michael. Not
 
so much prayers as just talk. When Dad stopped listening,
 I needed someone else, and for a while it was Michael. I'd
 imagined him, complete with wings, sitting on a cloud and
 listening to my little worries.
I lay here tonight in my bed and went through the
 
whole story, looking for the missing piece, but all I could
 think about was what he said to me back in the grave. On
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the court. That was a pretty mean thing to say. But I guess
 
he had his reasons.
I tried to remember exactly how he said it, so I could
 
figure out how mad he was. But his voice seemed lost, so
 I huddled under the quilt and slipped my head under the
 pillow and tried to feel the dirt covering my face and lis
­tened and hoped for his voice to come again, though it
 never did. But I did get a message.
I guess all the stuff about petitions is right after all, be
­
cause it happened as soon as I asked. Just when I whis
­pered into my pillow "Tell me how to make things right" I
 was back where I wanted to be, back at my grave.
Only it was different the second time. I wasn't in my
 
body anymore and the burial was complete. I stood across
 the mound from Mom and Dad and the boys but they
 couldn't see me. I sensed a swelling in the fresh soil. My
 halo rose up through the ground, beaming so bright I
 couldn't see my new face at all. Wings, white and pure,
 sprang from the muscles in my shoulders. They barely
 pulsed and the rest of my body, hard as oak, lifted easily
 from the earth. It was clean and naked, and it was the
 body I could've had.
None of them saw it rising up, and even I didn't follow
 
its ascent. If I had, I would've missed the whole reason
 Michael brought me to that place. My eyes fixed on the
 headstone, where now I could see the date carved plainly
 in stone.
I know I should be angry or upset, but I'm not. I don't
 
feel much of anything. Not even afraid. After all, what
 am I really losing? I understand, I think, how things have
 to be set right, how there has to be a balance. And that's
 why, as I lie in my bed, it doesn't make me mad to know
 that I will not live to see my sixteenth birthday, two weeks
 from tonight.
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